The Hijl off ef 
He made ablufliingcitall ofhimfelfc. 

And chid his crewant yoth with fuch a grace. 

As if he raaftred there a double fpirit 
Of teaching and of learning inftantly: 

There did hepaufeibut let me tell the world , 
Ifheoutliue the enuy of this day 
England didneuer owe fo fwectc a hope. 

So much nufcotifttued in his wantonnelle. 

Hot .Coofin I thinke thou art enamored 

0 n his follies:neuer did I hearc 
Of any Prince fo wild a libertic: 

But be he as he will, yet once ere night, 

1 will iinbrace him with a fouldiers arme. 

That hefhall fhrinkevnder my curtefie. 

Arme.arme with spcede^fellows/ouldiers.friends, 
Better confiderwhat you haueto doe. 

That! that hauenot wcl the gift of tongue 
Canliftjyour bloudvpwith perCwa&onEnter.a Me^ en g tr 
AfeJf.My Lord, here are letters for y ou . 

Hot . I cannot read them now. 

OjGentlcmcn, the time of life is fhort: 

To fpend that fhortnelfc bafely.wcrc too long, 

If life did ride vpon adiallespoint. 

Still ending at the arriuall of an home. 

And if we liue, wc liuc to tread on kinges. 

If die.braue death, when Princes die with vs. 

Now for our confidences, the armes are fairc, 

When the intent ofbearing them is mil. Enter another. 
Mejf.My Lord prepare, the King comes on apace, 
Hot. I thenkc him, that he cuts me from my tale: 

For I profcllenottalkingjonely this, 

Let each man doe his beihand here draw I a fword, 

VVhofe temper 1 intend to ftainc 

With rhe,bcft blood that 1 can meet withall, 

In theaduenturc of this perilous day* 

Now efperancc Percy, and fet on, 

Sound all the lofty inftrunients of war. 

And by that mwficke let vs all embrace. 


^ Henrie the feurt h. 

p or heaucnt*carth,fome ofvs neucr lhall, 

A found, the K,ng enter* with U 

power, aDrme to the battdlfthen enter Douglas .and ^trfVaD 

Blm! Whtds thy name, that in battel thus thou crofTeft me 
tyVhat honour dofl thou fecke vpon my head? 

Da#a.Knowthcn,mynameis Douglas, 

And ldo haunt thecin the battell thus, 

Becaufcfome tell me that thou art a king. 

Blunt. They tell thee true- f , 

Doug. The Lord ofStafford deare to day hath bought 
Thy likcnes,for in ftead of thec,King Harry 
This fword hath ended him,fo fhall it thee, 

V nlcfle thou yeeld thee as my prifoner. 

Blunt. I wasnotborneayeclder, thouproud Scot 
And thou fhalt find a king that will reueoge 
Lord Staffords death. 

They fight, Dowglas bit "Blunt, \ then 'enters Hotfpur. 

Hot. O Dowglas,hadft thoufought at Holmedon thus 
1 neuer had triumpht oucr a Scot, 

Doug. Als donc,als wood, here breathles lies the King, 

Hot. Where? Dotig.Helei 

flat ; Thi»,Douglas? no, I know this face full well , 

A gallant knight he was, bis name wav Blunt , 

Semblably furnifht like the king himfelfe. 

Ttoug. Ahfoolc,goewith thy foule whither it goes 
A borrowed title haft thou bought to- deare. 

Why didft thou tell me,that thou wert a King? 

‘ Hat.Thc king hathmany marching in his coatci. 

D oug. Now by my fword,I will kill all his coaces, 
lie murther allhis wardrope,piece by piece, 

Vntill,Imeete the king. Ha#. Vp.andawayj 

Our fquldicrs ftand full fairely for the 1 day. 

tAUrme, Enter Valflaljf/olus. 

Pa/. Though I could (cape Ihot free at London, Ifeare the 
fhot here, her' s no fcoring but vpo the pate.Soft,who areyou? 
fir Walter Blue tuber’s honor for you,hers no vanity, I am as 

K hote 
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